
96 The Tragedy of Othello 

lag, Filth thou Heft. 

Em. By heaucn I doe notjl doe not Gentlemen 
O murderous Coxcombe / what fhould fuch a foole 
Doe with fo good a woman ? 

The Moore rumes at Iago.Iago hilshiswife. 
Oth. Aretherenoftonesinhcauen, 

But what femes for the thunder ? pretious villaine, 

Gra. The woman falls, fure he has kild his wife. 

Em. 1,1,0 lay me by my miftrefTe fide- Exitlaop. 

Gra. Hee’s gone, but his wife’s kild. 

Mmtr. Tis a notorious villaine,ta]ce your weapon 
Which I haue here recouered from the Moore : * 

Come,guard the dore without, let him not paffe. 

But kill him rather,I’le after that fame villaine. 

For tis a damned flaue. Exit Mont, and Gratiano. 

Oth. I am not valiant neither. 

But euery puny whipfter gets my fwcrd. 

But wiry fhould honour out liue honefly ? 

Let it goeall. 

Em. Moore, flte was chaft,fhelou’d thee cruell Moore, 
Socomemyfoule to blifle,as I fpeake true; 

So fpeaking as I thinke,! die,I die. (he dies. 

Oth. I haue another weapon in this chamber. 

It is a fword of Spaine,thc lfebrookes temper; 

0 here it is; Vn clc I muft come forth. Gra, within. 

Cra. If thou attempt it,it will coft thee deerc. 

Thou haft no weapon,and perforce rmuftfuffer. 

Oth. Looke in ypon me then, and fpeake to me. 

Or naked as I am, I will aflault thee, 

Gra. What is the matter? 

Oth. Behold,I haue a weapon, 

A better neuer didit felfe fuftaine 

Vpon a Souldiers thigh : I haue fcene the day. 

That with this little arme,and this good fword, 

1 haue made my way through more impediments. 

Then twenty times you ftop : butO vaineboaft 
Who can controulehis Fate ? tis not fo now, 
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The Moore of V enice . 

PaU as thy fmocke,when we fhall meete at count, 
phis looke of thine, will hutle my fouiefrom heaucn, 
fiends will (hatch at it ■. cold,cold my girle, 
g'.ien like thy chaftity; O curfed flaue s 
WhippemeyouDiuells, 
prom the pofleffion ofth ; s heauenly fight, 
glow me about in winds, roaft me infulphurc, 

Wafh me in fteepe downe gulphes of liquid fire: 

0 Eefdemona ,Defdemoua,de ad,0,o,o. 

Enter Lodouico,Monta io,I ago, and Officers , 
Caflfio in a Chaire. 

Lod. Where isthis rafh and moft infortunate man. 
Oth. That’s he that was Othello, here I am. 
tod. Where is this Viper,bringthe villaine forth. 
Oth. I looke downe towards his feet, but that’s afabl 
If thou beeft a diuell,I cannot kill thee. 

Lod. Wring his fword from him. 
lag. I bleed fir, but not kikd. 

Oth. lam not (orry neither,l’de haue thee liue, 

For in my fenfetishappineffe to die. 

Lod. O thou Othello , that wert oncefo good, 

Falne in the pradlife of a damned flaue, 

What fhould be faid to thee ? 

Oth. Why any thing. 

An honourable murderer ifyou will : 

For nought did I in hate,but all in honour. 

Lod. This wretchhath part confeft his villainy : 
Didyou and he confentin Cafsio’s death ? 

Oth. ]. 


Caf. DeateGenerall,! did neuer giue you caufe. 

Oth. I doe beleeue it,and I askeyou pardon, 

Willyou pray, demand that demy diuell. 

Why he hath thus infnar’d my foule and body ? 

lag. Demand me nothing, whatyou knowyo'J knoV 
From thistimeforth I neuer will fpeake word. 

Lod. What not to pray ? 

Gr.it, Torments will ope your lips. 

N 


— ) 

P7 


Oth. 


( Q..Ck\ 


